CHAPTER XI

JSAVING said her prayer, Nanteuil,
without waiting to hear Pradel's
speech, jumped into a carnage in
order to join Robert de Ligny, who
was waiting for her in front of the
Montparnasse railway station. Amid the throng of
passers-by they shook hands, gazing at one another
without a word. More than ever did they feel that
they were bound together. Robert loved her.

He loved her without knowing it. She was for
him, or so he believed, merely one delight in the
infinite series of possible delights. But delight had
assumed for him the form of Feliae, and, had he
reflected more deeply upon the innumerable women
whom he promised himself in the vast remainder of
his newly begun life, he would have recognized that
now they were all Policies. He might at least have
realized that, without having any intention of being
faithful to her, he did not dream of being unfaithful,
and that since she had given herself to him he had
not desired any other woman. But he did not
realize it
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